230    MEDITERRANEAN   MEMORIES
After unpacking, and an amiable little steward
of unguessable nationality had given me weak tea
and biscuits, I went on the upper deck, which was
the size of an ordinary dance-floor in a London
restaurant.   Here I found the large French captain,
who greeted me politely, but without warmth.
He was very busy and, fascinated, I watched his
activities*   He appeared to have bursts of frenzy,
when he, a carpenter, and a small white dog all
strived together to tear his cabin to pieces*   Unable
to curb iny curiosity, and not really believing he
was doing what he appeared to be, I inquired con-
cerning the matter*   I was told that his bunk was
not comfortable and that he was putting in a fresh
one*   The small white dog objected to my presence,
and said so*   Chided by the captain, it promptly
went and hung its head through the rails* and said
to the waves what it thought of me and my smell*
There was one other passenger, a woman, but
as she had her meals at odd hours I only caught
glimpses of her exotic presence* At dinner, quite
a good meal of the French kind, I sat alone, whilst
the captain and his first officer, sitting at a table
opposite, conversed in rapid bursts of quite unin-
telligible French, ate hugely with deep satisfaction,
and watched my actions when they thought I was
not looking*
The following morning was dear and lovely,